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ROSE INN ''COLLECTION OF TALES" 
INTRODUCTION 


Once upon a time in the opening of the twentieth century one of the 
Gates boys entered a new era with vigor. The young man was "Cap" Gates, or 
Edward Woodward Gates, who made two smart moves. First, he joined hands with 
the Crossett and Watzek families. Second, he started a courtship with Rose 
Kinnebrew in Drew County. 

Their marriage came while ''Cap" was the early first chief of Crossett 
Lumber Company. His bosses, Crossett-Watzek-Gates, built the first "Rose Inn" 
to accommodate both industry and travelers at large. Mr. Gates persuaded 
Crossett-Watzek-Gates to name their hotel for his love. 

For over 60 years, that Rose Inn was a service institution in South 
Arkansas housing and hosting people from all walks of life. As a result, the 
Rose Inn established itself in the hearts and minds of thousands of those who 
have memories of their experiences at the green-clad-lumber hotel. 

Many who benefited from the services at the Inn have passed on, 
te — are many who remember and are willing to tell about an experience 
at Rose Inn. Fortunately, my wife and I are in the latter group. Thus , we 
have endeavored in making this collection of stories. 

Copies of ROSE INN COLLECTION have been given to the public libraries 
in Crossett, Hamburg,Monticello, and El Dorado. 

| For good reasons (economic and safety) the era of Rose Inn did pass. 

At any rate, we hope you enjoy reading the fond memories found in the production 


of these tales. 


Ben and Olivia Posey 


GIRLIES IN CROSSEIT 
By Helen Erwin 
ae 11/7/00 
| In 1923 and 1924 this "Girlie’' was an elementary school teacher 
| at the Green Shoo in Crossett. I had trained to teach third grade, but 
| Mr. Hastings needed a teacher for the fifth and sixth grades and said T was 
| qualified. Although I was Helen Titus from Hamburg, I had finished a ceacher|s 
| degree from: Arkansas State Teachers College in Conway. 
| Superintendent David Crockett Hastings had been recruited by 
! Crossett Lumber Company to upgrade the public schdéols on Third Avenue for 
) the: Company Town. Mr. Hastings Hired.me to teach language and geography 
| and paid me $100.00 a month. When I came to Crossett, the teachers had been 
‘moved out of the Rose Inn, and we lived in private homes--many did not have 
“inside toilets. The next year we were moved back to the Rose Inn--a place 
‘of splendor--and we paid $40.00 a month for room and board. We lived on the 
-third floor of the Rose Inn. There was room for four female teachers and 


‘three male employees of the Company--just one bathroom to serve all. The 


‘men were Frank Parrish, Shorty Ayers, and Jewel Boatright. 


Other teachers living with us at Rose Inn were Frances Jordan 
(who eventually married Edward Gates from Fordyce); Louise Burnett, a gym- 
‘nasium teacher from Iowa (Louise married John Lee Woods, an accountant for 
‘the big company); and two teachers who married the Erwin boys. Josephine 
‘Scott from Vilonia, Arkansas, married John T. Erwin of Crossett in about 


1925, and I married A. C. Erwin on December 31, 1925. His given name was 
‘Ashley Crossett Erwin, and he was a native of Crossett and the son of 


John Thomas Erwin, Sr. 


You will have to excuse my memory, as I am 99 years old and 


— forgetful "as all get out''--even for friends. I do remember my maiden 


name, Helen Titus, and I was a part of a livestock dealer's family. I had 











t 
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two brothers and three sisters. You, I think, know two of my sisters--Mary 


who married Silas Snow, and Ruth who married John Ingram. 


Our boarding at the hotel assured us of three good meals per day. 
We walked to the hotel at noon for our lunch--no school lunchrooms in those 
days. We teachers ate at a "family style'' dining table over in the back 
corner. For an extra $5.00 we could transfer from family style to the 
smaller but more elegant tebles for the public and non-teacher hotel guests. 
Some of our teachers would sacrifice the $5.00 per month in order to visit 
with male guests, especially the men of the town looking for prospective 


dates or marriage. 


Recreation.iin Crossett in the 20's was somewhat limited; however, 


there was a variety of things to do. We could sit in rocking chairs on Rose 


s 
Inn's front porch. There we could admire the beautiful roses in bloom in 


front of the green clapboard inn. Cows and other livestock roamed freely but 
did not bother either the teachers or the pretty roses. Our grounds were 
fully surrounded by white picket fences with good cattle gaps. On Friday 


nights we could attend the silent movies at the Clubhouse in the next block. 


We had good concrete sidewalks in two directions. We and our . 
dates could walk down Main Street all the way to Eighth Avenue known as 
Cremer Avenue. Or we could walk east on Third Avenue toward''Cap" and Rose 
Gates' big house where the Crossett Riding Club Arena now stands. I was 
asked about automobiles. Well, we teachers had no cars. 

Back to recreation, some hotél guests played tennis on a night 


court near the town carpenter shop at the rear of the hotel. Occasignally 


after supper I walked with the English teacher to the home of Mr. Gates where © 


she read ''Saturday Evening Post" to the partially blind Mr. Gates. 


/\ 
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Mr. Seetines rar a Striét school. As an example, the teachers could 
not go to their former homes except for major holidays and summertime because 
attendance at Sunday School and Church at either the Baptist or Methodist 
church was required! To tell the truth, we teachers were "scared to death" of | 
our school boss. Aonther school boss was Miss Carrie Calhoun who handled 
some of the "whiippings". 

There was a lot of mischief around the hotel, especially around 
Halloween. Numerous white pickets would disappear the last night of each 
October. We called on the Crossett Lumber Company town carpenter, and his 


crew easily restored our damage. 


My future husband, A. C. Exwin, was discharged — the United 
States Navy on the West Coast in 1924. He went to work for his brother, | 
Bill Exwin, in a lumber camp in the mountains at Baldi, Washington. Each 
winter the camp shut down because of heavy..snow, so he came to Crossett to 
visit his brother, John T. Erwin, who lived on the second floor of the Rose 
Inn. That is when I met him. We dated that winter, and he returned to 
Washington in the spring. We planned our marriage for December 31, 1925, 
and I certainly dreaded to tell Superintendent Hastings about Crossett and 
me. Of course, we knew that Crossett Schools would not tolerate married 
female tachers (Rose Inn or otherwise), and this was the middle of the school 
year. 

The next year after we were married, we returned to Ashley County 


for the winter. I went in to see Mr. Hastings, and he said, "Well, well, 


Helen, I thought a bear would have had you by now." 








WHY I REMEMBER THE ROSE INN 


s 


By Ouida Bolin Johnson 


Because Rose Inn Hotel gave me my first job, I will always remember 


' that fine hotel in Crossett, Arkansas. I completed high school at age 17 and 





not old enough to apply for a regular company job. It was in June 1937, a 
graduate from Crossett High School and too young for the Crossett Companies. - 
I couldn't apply for a Social Security card. Rose Inn used me as an extra 


dining room trainee. Until October 1938 I waited tables part time. 


I thought I was full grown at 18 because Teddy Adcock and P. PF 
Watzek transferred me to a relatively new telephone switchboard at Crossett 
Public Utilities Company. Good friends, Henry and Inez Williams, had came to 
Crossett to install new telephone switching devices for Crossett. ‘Also, with 
Crossett Utilities was my prospective husband, Horace Johnson. Horace was a 
telephone mainlineman fpr'utilities. As an aside, Henry and Inez williams 
accompanied Horace and me to Hot Springs where we were married by the Garland 
County Courthouse officer :(inside the Circuit Clerk's Record Wau at the 
courthouse). They said ‘that this tfype civil marriage ‘ceremony was only for 


special people. 


After a short appointment to Chief Telephone Operator, company 
office managersiiat Crossett Paper Mill came after me to work in Crossett's 
newest division. Those men were ict Lee Woods and John Henry Allen. Buddy 
Martin was manager of Rose Inn, and he recommended my promotions, as he was 


preparing to enter the Armmed Forces and World War II. 


Except for 1952 when my child; Julianne was born, I used that Rose. 


Inn "stepping stone" as a good place to work for promotions. In 1968, witha 


| brand new building at northeast corner of Main and Third in Crossett, I was 


attracted to work for First National Bank of Crossett. 


_ Across Crossett's Main Street from Rose Inn, I became re-employed 

\. bby the company bank, first as a check filer, then as a bank teller. I was 
put ‘in charge of the walk-up window on Third Avenue. Later I was made a 
commercial bank officer in,charge of their public relations. During this 
tenure, my old friend, Inez Williams, became owner and manager of Rose Inn 
Coffee Shop across Main Street from the Rose ve Annex, the last department 7 


of Rose Inn to be abandoned and demolished in /977 . 


While at the bank, I completed Sele of Marketing at Arkansas 
State University, Jonesboro, taking subjects like Principles of Banking, ; 
Ecomonies and Communications. Back in Ashley County, I represented Crossett . 
as Aunt Piney, the wife of a fictitous public relations character known as 
Abel Woodman. In my 19-year retirement, I have thought of old Rose Inn with 


many fond memories. 


a | Those old memories remind me of a few names connected with the 

company hotel such as, Ouida Ragland Ingram, Catfish Hargroves, C. J. Boardman, | 

Margaret Meeks Meredith, Leonard 8416s; Anna Leona Murphy Bays, Nolan 
Watson, Herbert Wood, Jewell Gregory, and Johnnie Mae Simpson. 


-30- 


3 | a 10/24/2000 
‘a 
ease Ben: 


I appreciate you asking me to contribute info about the Rose Inn. 
I. instantly went for my "School Day" book for help. | 
Do hope this can add to other info from others being sent to you. 
Please feel free to correct in any way you wish. By the way, T have copies of 
each invitation:for all occasions mentioned! 
Vaughn Pistole was also invited to help with this collection. He and 
I. finished school together. | 
Good luck on this most interesting subject. 
Mit: . Sincerely, _ 
~"/s/ Lucille Laiche 





“MY FRIENDS AT THE GREEN LODGE 
By Lucille Futhey Laiche 


I feel so pELeL aged to be asked to write something about the Rose Imn, 


a 


ett tal the "Green Lodge" by many pcople. 


In 1916 we moved to Crossett from Hamburg, and the First héuse we lived . 
_in was what is now known as the "Company House”. The house was located at about 


506 - 4th Street, now known as Beech Stree 


I was a very young girl at that time and did not appreciate the value 
of beauty in buildings. However, as time passed by the Rose Inn Lodge meant 


moxe and more to me. a me 


‘The Rose’ Ton was built in 1912 int tor down in 1973. The earliest 
manager I knew of at che Inn was Charles J. Boardman. Mr. and Mrs. Boardman 
had one son, Charlies. When one first entered the door of the Green Lodge, they 
noticed the beauty and elegance of the interior. The hardwood floors were so 


ight. y waxed , they looked like glass. 


Most of my early memories of visits to the Inn were in my high school 
ae. “I think a vanes for the Glas Club was about r my first seRypet. You 
can imagine how excited we mist have been--linen table cloths and napkins! 
The waiters in black jackets, white shirts, black pants, and a small white towel 
over their ams! The waitresses in white uniforms! _ This was quite a treat for - 


this group of young singers. This must have been in about 1926. 


Girl Reserve banquet was another one I will never forget. Believe it 


Mees 


or not, I still remember the words to our song, "Follow the Gleam’. 


Then the 1927- 28 basketball banquet at the Rose Inn. We had a ver 
good team and had to dy lots of practicing to meet Coach Eliz zabetl Byrd's ex- 


pectations. Miss Bonnie Hunsucker, one of the teachers, was & big help to us. 


\ é 3 5 . . . 
We called her our "side-line” player. Our team won Ashley County Championship. 


i 


Then later on we won Southeast Arkansas Championship. Pretty little Margaret 

—  Pistole was our "mascot". Coach Byrd and Cortez Moore gave the banquet for us 
having won the championship. 

The 1929 Senior Banquet was at the Inn. We were a happy group, but 


a sad group knowing this would be our last one together as classmates. 


I must cst one other banquet we will never forget. Miss Bonnie 
- Hunsucker was our French teacher, and we had formed a French Club. The club | 
was invited for a banquet about the end of the year. The name of the club was 
"LeCercle Francaes"’: and our invitations in French, to be at La Rose Inn, March 28, 


1929. Talk about Bent The Inn had a French menu! 


I always looked Fomnaest to an invitation to the Inn because I might 
get a new dress! My mother was a wonderful seamstress, and I would always tell 
her I needed a new dress for this occasion--I did not want to wear the same dress 

= as last time. As you guessed, she bought a piece of material and "before quick 


_ gets ready" my mother had made me a beautiful dress. 


. I could go on and on about good times and wonderful food and fellow- 
ship, but let me just say, "We learned this was not just a hamburger and hot 
_ dog cafe." 
I went to a company award and Business and Professional Club meetings. 
My last meal at the Rose Inn was on a Secretary Day's luncheon. Gordon Condit, 


Assistant Manager of Forestry Department, escorted me for this occasion. 





SARDINE PARTY AT ROSE INN S- 
By Mary Elizabeth DeLoach Hines 
When I came to Crossett in 1934 to teach school, all the female 
| teachers lived on the third floor of the Rose Inn. Mr. Hastings, superin- 
tendent of schools, did not allow married women to teach in Crossett. About 


/ten or twelve of us lived in double rooms, with only one bath. 


We all ate our meals in the dining room, having our food chosen 
for us. Breakfast was on the table ready for us when we came down for it 
at 7:30 a.m. 


Living at the Rose Inn was lots of fun, for it was very much like 


living in a college dommitory. 


In those days teachers in Crossett were not allowed to dance or 
“play cards, so we had to find oz=her recreation. Some time our fun would 
get too loud, and the guests on second floor would send the porter, Lennell, 
_to third Eioe and ask us to get quiet. One of our games we enjoyed playing 
was "Murder'’ If you have never played it, I'd suggest you try it. Even 
“though there were few if any male residents at the Rose Inn, there were 


always men to join in our games, for our dates came upstairs to our rooms. 


One night's entertainment stands out in my mind quite vividly. 

‘My mother had sent me a box of homemade gréeri tomato pickles, so we bought 
'some sardines, crackers and cokes. We asked our dates to come for a "sardine" 
“supper. We were all gathered in one room, made our sardine sandwiches, having 
a real good time when there came a knock at the door. Upon opening it, we 
"found it to be Lennell, the porter, telling us that the man in the room below 
said he wanted to go to sleep and would we please get quiet. We said, 

"Lennell; ‘he isn "e sleepy; he's just hungry. We'll send him some food." 
le did that: o£ course this made Lennell laugh, but he said he'd take the 
“food to the man. Then we got real quiet to hear what the man said, if 
anything. He only laughed but kept the food,whether he ate it or not we 
don’ t know. 


We did have lots of good times at the Rose Inn. 








“The White Coated Waiters” 

Early 1963-64, my memories are quite vivid as I reflect upon my dad’s 
role as a “White Coated Waiter.” My younger brother - I always enjoyed 
bs visits with our mom to the Rose Inn Hotel to see dad. 

The walk up the long narrow stairway to the back entrance of the hotel 
seemed endless. It seemed there were more steps than one could imagine and 
for a five-and seven-year old the climb was quite scary. However, at the top 
of those stairs was my dad, all clad in the stiffest, cleanest white coat I’d 
seen. Dad always took pride in his appearance, as did the other waiters. 
Their black shoes shined to perfection. Their black slacks complemented 
their shoes, but that white stiff coat was the attraction. 

Every Friday my mom carried those white coats to Lucky Cleaners to be 
starched and ironed for the next week. This was a ritual. 

Men like Kaleb Cooper, Henry “Son” Ford, my dad, Willie “Catfish” 
Hargrove and many others went about their daily chores at the Rose Inn Hotel 
with a pride and enthusiasm that was evidenced by the super service they 


provided as the “White Coated Waiters.” 


Janice Hargrove Warren 
December 15, 2000 








Parties in The Pines 
A Special Memory of the Rose Inn's Private Dining Room 


by Janet Jones 


The slanted panel walls of the Rose Inn's private dining room were 
witness to many parties, business lunches and Rotary meeting. I recall one 
luncheon when Mrs. John T. Erwin (Jo) entertained our three table bridge 
club. Mrs. Erwin had won a contest held by the manager of the Rose Inn. 
This luncheon was her prize for naming the small dining room "The Pines". 
Guest were served on an elegant linen-covered table, set with fine china and 
treated with excellent service while attended by tuxedo dressed waiters. 
The food was delicious, and the ambience and elegance rivialed any similar 
dining experience in the South. 





Prize Dinner—A free dinner was awarded Mrs. lohn T. Erwin for naming the Pine Room of Rose ; 
Inn. Mrs, Erwin is shown giving her order to iun Manager Les Muuie, Showi from left to right 
are Mesdames R. D. Tucker, Paul Sullins, Peter Watzek, Dave-Kuhe, A. T. McDonough, K. O. El- 
derkin, P. G. Gates, E. M. Godat, L. J. Amold, Richard Jones and William Norman. 





P. F. Watzek — Box 480 — Greenville, Miss. 38701 








October 20, 2000 
Dear Ben, 
I remember my Uncle John (Mr. J. W. Watzek, Jr.) telling 


about the night the first Rose Inn burned. He was in 
Crossett during the electrification of the sawmill and 


. boarded some place out in town. He said the whole town 


turned out for the fire was a mighty big one. Then the 
company went over to the lumber company office, tock the 
original Rose Inn plans out of a drawer and and rebuilt a 
duplicate. 


_£ remember the second floor North East corner room where my 
. wife Betty and baby daughter Nancy and I Spent three months 
. until a house was ready for us. I was a trainee sent to work 


in the paper mill and as the low man on the totem pole, I was 
on the graveyard shift ( 11PM to 7AM ) for most of those 


‘months. Needing to sleep in the daytime was not easy with a 


mother and very young baby in the same room with me. 


"And I remember all the work which went into dressing the 
- lobby up for our daughter Joan's wedding reception. With big 


square wooden flower pots which were filled with soil. and 
dug-up small pine trees and in order to do the job right, we 


/ overdid it and there was too little space left for the 
: people. , 


My best to you, 


hw 


P. F. Watzek 


x 


IT STARTED AT ROSE INN 
By Albert B. Moore 
In the 30's, 40's and to a large extent in the 50's there were not many 
places in Crossett to eat as canpared to recent times when we mae £ numerous choices. 
There were private homes that offered board (and sanetimes roomed) to ivdlwichdalls y 
but the Rose Inn and Morgan's Cafe were about the only public facilities that 


could handle very many people at one time on any special occasion. 


This posed a problem for relatively large groups, such as civic clubs, 
which met on a regular basis for meals and programspfterward. ‘The Rose Inn did 
have in addition to its main dining room a small rotm suitable for serving: up to 
ten or twelve people with crowding. When civic clubs began to organize (beginning 
with Rotary in 1939), a long table was set up in the main dining room to accom- 
modate the members. ‘The remainder of the area was open to the general public 
which became a captive audience to whatever program was scheduled at that time. 
The price of the noon meal for club members was $0.50 in the early days. For 
most occasions this arrangement was no problem, but once in a while the program 
speaker of a civic club would make remarks inappropriate for the public and 


non-club folks who might be present. 


The small dining room mentioned above was used for private meetings 
where the group was not largé. One such group, which met on a regular basis 
every Monday for lunch, was the staff of The Crossett Lumber Company which in 
due time became The Crossett Company. Those present normally would be: The 
President, General Manager, Assistant to General Manager, Treasurer, Legal 
Council, and Managers of the Paper Mill, Sawnill, Chemical Plant, AD&N Railroad, 
Forestry Division, Town Division, Public Utilities, Personnal Division, and 
CEO of The Bank of Crossett. 

Early each Monday morning, the President's secretary would poll" 


members of the staff luncheon group to get their entree choices for their 


| ; : 
hoontime luncheon. Selections ranged fron premium steaks to lobster. 





ea he caer ae 


Paul Sullins 
32038 River Rd 
ry Orange Beach AL 36561-5706 





oat 11/30/00 


Mr. Ben Posey- 
P.O. Box 306 
Crossett, AR 71635 


ii Dear Ben: 


-:) Ihave pui this off as long as I dare. I appreciate being listed with such outstanding 

people from whom you are eliciting stories of the old Rose Inn. Since receiving your 

| etter I have racked my memories, ,made notes, erased notes, made more notes, and so 

| on. In the first place I am afraid I have missed something in the phrase “appointments on 
Multi Floors”: Nonetheless, here are my efforts for whatever they are worth. You and 
Olivia will have far more memories and stories than I have. After all, you were the 
founder and editor of “Forest Echoes” Please feel free to edit, discard, revise, 

| . emasculate, mutilate, ignore, and whatever, any of the following. 





When I first moved to Crossett in the Fall of 1941 I heard that the second floor of the 

‘e _ Rose Inn was largely occupied by single teachers in the Crossett School S stem. This was 
|, the subject of many stories aia which I have no memories. May be a source you want to 

| pursue. 


«|| You will recall that The Crossett Company, after it acquired a good many stockholders 

|| outside of the Crosset-Watzek-Gates families, held it’s Annual Meetings in the dining 

| room of the Rose Inn. These were gala affairs and got larger and larger as time went on. 

We finally got to the point were some stockholders dared rise to their feet and tell the te # 
Board of Directors what they thought was wrong with the way the Company was being . eee 
managed. The meetings tried to stay with a script, which I prepared (as Company rue 


Secretary) with the advice and counsel of the President, Peter Watzek. There were some 
lively sore 


When I first came to a I lived at the Rose Inn for a couple of weeks before I I could 
move my family to one of the Company houses, which was next door to Bill and Mary 

Tom Norman. They were great neighbors. Anyway, I ate most of my meals at the Rose Inn 
and at that time the Inn management got most all of its waiters from out in the country...“ 
Most or all of them were young girls who had not had the opportunity for much - 

schooling. I remember one evening as I finished my meal one of the young girls who had 
been serving me returned to remove my plates and said “ Mr. Sullins you don't want no 
pie do you”. ay been given little choice I said ‘710. 




















ou will recall, of course, that the Rotary Club met in it’s regular weekly meeting at the 
ee Rose Inn. On the days it met I do not recall where other guests of the Inn were served, as 
; the Club filled the whole dining room. Anyway, at one time I served as President of the 
Club and it was my praciice at the beginning of each meeting to read a joke Jrom a joke 
book entitled “1480 Jokes”. Dick Jones succeeded me as President and at his first 
meeting he referred to my joke book and said “ that is not the title of Sullins's joke book, 
that is the date it was written”, That got a bigger laugh than any of my jokes. 


__ Peter Watzek started the practice of having his operating staff, composed of Company 
| officers, mill managers , and other managers, about 15 in all, as I remember, meet each 
| Monday for lunch in the little room Just off of the dining room. The main purpose of the 
meeting was for brief current reports and plans for and about the week, but the meetins 
. were not without their frivolity. One such thing I remeber (for some reason) was “ 
__. Someone would as A.T. McDonough, Manager of the sawmill, if he could reach the 
- butter. Mac would reply “Just barely” and make no effort to pass the butter. 


= ~. The Crossett Book Club, which started and supported the local library met for many 
~ years at the Rose Inn. Here they made plans for fund and book drives and kept the 

| | library going. : : 

| : 





a The food of the Rose Inn was almost always outstanding and it was a fact that many 
_ |. traveling men would go out of their way to come by Crossett to stay at the Rose Inn and 
S| enjoy it’s wonderful meals. 


! You will ember that for a period of time the overall Manager of the Inn was Paul Kays. 
| Paul enjoyed and knew good food and during his tenure the food at the Inn was 
| outstanding, as well as reasonable in price. Paul knew how to manage. 


One other memory to the Rotary Club. During one of the political races for office of 

| f: Mayor of Crossett, some of us supported Scott Cambell, the owner of an insurance 

business. We developed a campaign plan in which we referred to Campbell's campaign 

| . as “The man with the plan”. Bob Miller, then an Officer ( President or Vice-President) of 

|. the AD&N, the Company’s short line railroad, made a talk before the Rotary Club and 

~~. beat us over the head with our campaign slogan until it was laughable. Our candidate 
lost the campaign. . 








|. The Directors of the old Crossett Lumber Company , which later became The Crossett 

~ Company, all stayed at the Rose Inn when attending meetings of the Board. Aubery 
Watzek suffered from allegies stemming from the contents of dust and the like. At the time 
the Inn was fully carpeted. The Board members generally stayed in the same room each 
Board meeting so he had the carpet taken up from his room and hard wood flooring from 
the sawmill installed. This was, tomy knowledge, the only room in the Inn with wood 
SJlooring. 














| Best of luck on your project. 





Please refer back to my comment on the school teachers. I believe there was a third floor 
much like an attic and this is where the school teachers were housed. I believe only the 
Jemale teachers stayed here. The single male teachers found quarters out in town. 


Iam sure lam forgetting many things about the Inn and if I recall anything further Iwill 
pass it on to you. I wish I could remember more. Again, thanks for adding me to your list. 














ROSE INN HELPERS 


Remarks of Maxine and Randolph Perritt 


eyo Through the years of Rose Inn's existence there were miscellaneous 
employees around the hotel, and all of them assisted the resident manager. 
They supported many successful deals. pes oar Managers remembered }ysnsiaspe 
cieeememiey included: C. J. iacsthinaa ! Moors Da, Roger Heiss, Leslie Moore, 
and Luke Newell. ‘| 


M . . . Ke. AND ; : 

ost of this information was told bya rs. Randolph Perritt eumeebrtr 
She related, ''Before our marriage in 1941, I wAS Maxine Powell. My 
sister, Ruth, and brother, Jimmy, were children of Mr. and Mrs. Jimmy Powell. 
My father devoted many productive years to the Crossett Lumber Company and its 
town crew. My mother was a wonderful wife and homemaker and lived an active 
life until her death in her mid nineties." 


Young Maxine worked as a secretary to Mr. Heiss. Other office 
people she ees were Katie Frank Toney and Madge West . Maxine digressed 
for a tgghehe’ to remember Henry Ford, a hotel porter who became the proud 
owner of her husband's tuxedo. Her husband, Randolph, had served as District 
Governor of Lions International and no longer needed the tuxedo. Randolph 
was Municipal Judge for many years and at the same time was a paymaster at 
Crossett Paper Mill. 


Mrs. Perritt then said, "Let me tell you about the condemnation of 
Rose Inn's third floor. There was a salesman hotel “guest asleep in his 
room at the top of the hotel. While he slept in his room, a big ceiling fan 
fell from the old ceiling mnto his bed and barely missed hitting him. That 
was the last time we rented a guest room on third floor." 


She called her husband and said he would remember about the Rose 
Inn days soon after they were married. Sure enough, Randolph came forth with 
two memories. He told about the way the hotel was steam heated. Pipes ran 
down the alley in the first block of Crossett all the way from the power 
house of the sawmill plant. The hot stem furnished heat not only for Rose 
Inn but also for the Crossett Mercantile Store and the Headquarters Office 
Buildings on Main Street. "I suppose the steam heat served the uptown 
Natatorium Building and the swimming pool as well as the Old Masonic Building 


and the first Bank of Crossett," he said. He also remembered the excitement 


at Rose Inn where an old upright Penny Weight Scale was found in storage 


Die 


prior to the "tear down era" at the hotel. He said that a Crossett eye-glass 
doctor named Cecil Braymart data At the aig. ee scale machine about to 

be abandoned. Hundreds of old, old pennies were found and exchanged for real 

currency. Mrs. Perritt remarked that it became her job to account for the 


collection of old "coppers". 


This memory brought to mind a Rose Inn happening many years ago. 
Maxine explained that before Dale Bumpers announced as a candidate for 
Governor of Arkansas, he had telephoned a member of the Democratic Party in 
Crossett to meet him in the lobby of Rose Inn. Mrs. Perritt, working at 
her desk, noticed Mr. Bumpers rocking before the Rose Inn fireplace. She 
said, ''Bumpers had his head in his hand and looked dejected." Dale said 
to her, "I have lost my last friend, and I might not get elected. Can you 
help me?" 


| What happened was that Mr. Bumpers' contacts for Crossett had 
forgotten about the political meeting to be held at Rose Inn. Mrs. Perritt 
gladly called several of his prospective supporters to come to a political 
meeting. They met for two hours in the hotel lobby. As you know, Dale 
Bumpers went on to succeed politically and became a two-term Arkansas 
Governor . Afterwards he was elected to the United States Senate where he 
‘served many years as a distinguished senator. 
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THE ROSE INN 


Two Bowls of Soup 


By Doyle Terrell 


F During the Roaring Twenties and after the discovery of crude oil 
in South Arkansas, men of wealth and prominence such as Doctor Rushing 


‘and attorney Henry Yocum Sr. of El Dorado built hunting camps for 
jboth squirrel and duck on the Ouachita and Mississippi Rivers. 


After a few trips to the duck-hunting parties near Jerome and the 
‘Mississippi River fly-ways the hunters were aware that Crossett, Arkansas 
was approximately half-way from the oil fields to their destination. 

The Rose Inn Hotel was in Crossett and was famous for its exquisite 
‘cuisine which included the very best of steaks and seafood. 


When I was in a management position with Macmillan Petroleum Corp. 

in Norphlet and El Dorado I was fortunate énough to be included on the 
linvitation list to some of these hunting parties. As a matter of fact, 

Mr. Frank Russell,who was Arkansas Division manager for Macmillan,bought 
ia plantation north of Lake Village and Lake Chicot which backed up to 
‘Bayou Macon, which was the west boundary of the Mississippi River squirrel 
‘hunting territory near Big Island. Naturally Macmilan employees had access 
ito this hunting territory if they got along well with the boss. — 


/; . On one trip over to the delta country, Macmillan employees and Lion 
lOil Company employees came through Crossett at about noon-time and 
suddenly realized that they were voraciously hungry and stopped by 

|Rose Inn for lunch. When we entered Rose Inn we were met by anxious waiters 
dressed in starched white coats, who ushered us to a long table. After we 
were seated one of the waiters came over to take our orders. Having done 
so he politely asked if anyone would be interested in a bowl of soup. — 
One of our party said. "I believe I'11l have a bowl of soup". With that, 
the waiter disappeared into the kitchen and soon returned with a bowl 

of soup, set the soup down, and went back into the kitchen. Our friend 
looked at his bowl of soup and looked around at the rest of the party 
rand said "that's not very much soup". He was right; and we all agreed 
that he needed more soup. The waiter was back by shortly and our friend 
Galled him over and asked "don't you have a bigger bowl than this?" 

and the waiter answered "Yes, Sah!", grabbed the bowl, hurried to the 
kitchen and was back instantly with a large bowl, but the same amount 

of soup: Obviously, he had poured the sot into a larger bowl. 


That was not necessarily the end of the soup story because for years © 
thereafter every time any of that group was together eating anywhere, 
the soup story was ¥Old over again and again. 


' 








A WALK TO THE INN 
By Olivia Bingham Posey 11/18/00 


Snow was on the ground when I arrived in Crossett about 8 p.m., Sunday 
night, January 19, 1947, via Trailways Bus Line. I had met Bobbye Jeter, a 
Crossett school teacher, on the bus, and we accompanied each other on our walk 
from the bus station to Rose Inn where I spent my first night in Crossett. All 
was peaceful and quiet as I settled in and listened to the hum of the big saws 
at nearby Crossett Lumber Company. There was no traffic to break the silence-- 
a big difference to the noise of the city of Washington, D.C., which I had just 
left as a government employee, to become employed at Crossett Hospital. -Pro- 
duction of cars was slow to return following WWII, and there must have been 
only a dozen cars owned by the citizens of Crossett at that time. I remember 
Mayor Lessor had a car, but not many others. 

I've often wondered why the Rose Inn was painted green when most of 
the other buildings and residences were "Crossett Gray". 

Rose Inn soon became a big part of my active life after becoming a 
citizen of Crossett. There the Crossett Business and Professional Women's 
Club had its charter organization in early 1947, and I became its secretary. 
Our dinner meetings there in a private dining room were great social occasions 
as well as business meetings. There we sponsored style shows for women's 
apparel and used the wide stairway leading from the second floor to the 
lobby for the models to descend when displaying the latest fashions. 

The social meeting place (Rose Inn) is where I was first introduced 
to many people who became livelong friends. I especially want to mention 
Mr. and Mrs. N. J. Garrett, whom I met when a mutual friend invited us for 
lunch together at Rose Inn. 

It was a sad day when Rose Inn was dismantled for economic and 
safety reasons. However, Centennial Park will soon occupy the familiar 


space, and Rose Inn memories will be preserved for posterity. 
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LOCAL BOY MARRIED LOCAL GIRL 
By Ben Posey 
The only child in the Easterling family of early Crossett chose one of the 
Odle girls for his lifetime mate after "looking over carefully" all the lady teachers 


who lived on the third floor of Rose Inn. 


It was in 1936 after attending A&M College at Monticello that Byron found 
Velma Easterling after she finished Draughn's Business School in Little Rock. He 
thought she was capable of handling his business affairs. The truth is that Byron's 
father, Bill Easterling, was top locomotive engineer for ste famous No. 12 on the 
Ashley, Drew and Northern Railroad, owned by the Crossett operators. Bill wanted 


Byron to stay in Crossett for a good job on the shortline railroad. 


At Rose Inn, Leonard, the porter, was a true friend of Easterling. When 
Byron did not want hotel manager, C. J. Boardman, to know his "goings on'', Leonard 
helped him enter and leave the old green hotel by climbing or sliding the fire 


escape at the rear of the hotel. 


While in college at Monticello, the young "gay-blade’’ looked at the girls 


dancing at the Ridgeway, but he failed to find anyone equaling Velma from Crossett. 
> 


Asking Mrs. Easterling about her girlhood at Crossett, she vividly re- 
members the wonderful park adjacent to Rose Inn--its climbing red roses sowing on 
the decorative white framework with big colums. It was on the south side of the 
hotel's porch. She played on the stage of the outdoor bandshell, that is, when it 
was not in use for Chitaqua traveling shows and band concerts by Crossett adult 
musicians. Her husband, Byron, speaks up to say, "We both attend d Brunks Comedians 
playing on the park's stage.'' And Byron remembers Velma oe Payne, Frances 
Barnes, and Mary Lou Fore, among the Crossett teachers staying at Rose Inn. Byron 
could not describe all antics at the hotel without mention of a prank by the boys. 
"We joyed in pestering livestock which gathered at Main Street and Gates Avenue. 
Truth be known, we put HI-LIFE on the cows so that they would jump the Rose Inn 


fenced rose yard," he said. 





so 


Velma remembers the swings in the park and the wading pools, also the 
merry-go-round. "We swung and rode that park playgound until Byron and I were "blue 


in the face'"’. 


Some Crossett Public School teachers called Rose Inn home, but some 
roomed and boarded in private residential homes. No matter where they stayed, as a 
part of an A-l school, they were an attraction for the young men who worked in and 


around the dominant industrial complex of Crossett-Watzek-Gates Industries. 


For more than 45 years, third floor of Rose Inn was the meeting place for 
of f-school hours. In advance, I apologize for not naming all of those who benefited 
from either the hotel or the school. These names come from the memories of old timers 
who were a part of "good times in old Crossett". Some of the characters were only 


boy friends and girl friends, and their names spanned over about 50 years of the 1900's. 


Many names can be read in stories told by Rose Inn participants. Many of 
you remember these and others. It was sometimes easier to recall couples, rather 
than individuals. As examples, Edith Norris and Leroy White, Louise Burnett and 
John Lee Woods, Bonnie Hunsucker and Jack Tucker, Virginia Gu&thrie and Ben Posey, 


Mary Katherine Harris and Vaskell "Snooks'' Carter, Frances Mallory and Leslie Jeffrasag/ 





Ruby Hogan and Arnold Gifford, Julia Alice Wilcoxon and Ernie Oakleaf, Mary »Elizabeth 
DeLoache and Woodrow Hines, Jo Salyers and Teddy Adcock, Lucille Jarvis and Hubert 
White , Alice Stacy and J. Bernard White, Josephine Scott and John T. Erwin, Helen 


Titus and Crossett Erwin, and Hattie Mae Jarvis and Neil Castleberry. 


No less prominent were the singles who had a connection with Rose Inn. 


Names popping at random are Ruth Martin, Mary Clair paler POT FraNCES Cannon, 





Imogene Hines, Gussie Price, Carrie Calhoun, and Grace Calhoun. 
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DAD'S STAY AT THE HOTEL 
By Linda Fox 


One foggy afternoon my father, Ben Posey, drove in our unpaved driveway 
at 804 Elm in Crossett. He called our family together and announéed that he had' 


sold our home, but we could move to the Rose Inn. 


It was not all together a shock, because the Poseys were building a _ 
new bungalow at 1104 Elm. The new place would give me and my brother separate 
bedrooms and more space. The surprising thing was the move to that grand old 


hotel where we could eat and sleep like travelers. . 


It seems that Rose Inn was without a manager until Mr. and Mrs. Leslie 
Moore could wind up their affairs and make their move to Rose Inn where he had 
accepted a new job in Crossett. So my dad sold our home to Wellslake Morse and 
his wife Carla. Mr. Morse had been chosen for the "Company Executive Trainee" 


program in Crossett. 


You can imagine that I explained to all my: school friends that we would 
tenporarily be living at Rose Inn. That brought on an influx of girls who wanted 
to come to see me at the local hotel. I had to explain to each girl that my dad 
was Acting Manager of Rose Inn, and he would be strict on teenagers making noise 
that might disturb paying guests at the Inn. 
| What I romeriber most about our temporary home was how I Liked to fool 
with the telephone switchboard. And would you believe thAT I received only a few 
hanpllaines about fouling up their telephone connections? Naturally ,we liked-the 
hotel food, all that service,. and our change of pace. My mother enjoyed not 


cooking: and not housecleaning for those few weeks, . 

My brother, John, had to dispose of his pet rabbit, because "there 
was no. '‘room.at..the Inn'' for pets. John endured our two or three months at 
Rose Inn. He always talked about pets that could be acquired when leaving the 


hotel and moving next to a horse lot on Elm Street. 


Bins 
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TwO HAIRRAISING MEMORIES 


By Herbert Wood 


In early days of the 1950's there was a young and conscientious lad about 
the old company hotel known as "Rose Inn". He was the night clerk, and his name’ 
na Herbert Wood. He worked at Rose Inn for seven years before Georgia-Pacific 
Corporation asked him to work at the Supply House of Crossett Paper Mills. He 
worked as Purchasing Agent until his retirement in 1995. Now he lives a good . 


life in North Crossett at 1711 Gardenia Street. 


Posey's interview with Wood about his Rose Inn tenure took place in the 
Fall of 2000, 50 years after his experiences at the "one town", "one hotel”, 
"one company" place. Some of his recollections of nights on duty at the hotel 


were hair-raising. 


: Wood related several stories to Posey, and here they are summarized for 
public consumption. One tale happened in 1952 when a writer of READER'S DIGEST 
checked in at Rose Inn. She had heard many glowing stories about the "Company 
Town’ of Crossett, Arkansas, and its founders--Crossett-Watzek-Gates--lumbermen 
from afar. Her name was Lewellyn Miller, writer for the national publication. 


With her at the Rose Inn were two State Troopers and her very fine dog. 


Paul Sullins and Dick Meredith were the Crossett Lumber Company 
representatives assigned to not only show the writer about the company town 
but also about the mills which made. lumber, chemicals, and Kraft paper. 
After a trip through two of the largest mills, Sullins and Meredith sat with 
Mrs. Miller in the lobby rocking chairs in Rose Inn's spacious lobby. They 
enjoyed refreshments in front of a hot-burning fire in the "Rose" fireplace 


in ‘the northeast corer of the hotel lobby. 


Although the dog's name is not remembered by Wood, the dog was at 
the side of the company reps and the State Trooper. The dog was having a 


good time in the lobby, rolling on the Persian rug. All at once, the dog looked 





athe 


up at a State Trooper, whined, and lifted his leg to urinate on the trooper 
and the plush rug. The trooper was smoking an oversized tobacco pipe. With 


the pipe, he struck the dog's head with a "big whack"’. The dog screeched! 
Sullins and Meredith did not show emotions. They merely went about giving 
Crossett infomnation to the writer. 

, Mr. Wood, behind his night-clerk desk, couldn't curida, couldn't 
holler at the misbehaving dog, so the READER'S DIGEST story continued. When 
it was published, the Rose Inn night cler ght three copies of the magazine, 
read the story--some six pages long--but Lewellen Miller had made no mention 
of her dog wetting down the company hotel and messing up the Arkansas State 
Trooper's trousers. 


‘lide deeded 


Herbert Wood's second = told to Posey happened in 1951. An 
FBI Agent together with two sheriffs and a local Crossett policeman came to 
the night clerk at the hotel at about 6 p.m. One man was Sheriff B. A. Courson, 
and another was Dempsey Polk. 


The FBI was looking for a "wanted extotea who was driving a stolen 
oat van beaded to Crossett. While the sheriff and policeman stood by the 
plain-clothed agent, they gave instructiins to Mr. Wood at his front desk and 
Rose Inn telephone switchboard. Wood First refused to be deputized but said 


he would call for Mr. Les Moore, Manager of Rose Inn. He was in the next room. 


To speed the story, both Manager Moore and night clerk Wood, on the 
spot were accepted and sworn as deputies. All of them laid out plans for the 
dope of the traveling thug and his two foreign buddies. The capture plan 
was thoroughly explained. Mr. Wood, through his switchboard, was to ring 
Mr. Moore with one long ring, and Moore in turn would phone the three officers 


at Crossett Police Station. The agent instructed Wood and Moore to remove all 
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money from the safe. They were to leave the safe door open. Officers explained 


that the thugs were heavily armed and would shoot at the least prcvocation. 


The gangsters showedhip at the hotel about 9:30 p.m. and registered with 
foreign names. They asked the night clerk if their laundry had arrived. "Yes," 


" Earlier 


said Mr. Wood, "But it's all mixed up and must be sortedby sizes.' 
they had left their dirty clothes at Lucky Cleaners with instructions for it to 
be delivered to Rose Inn. On its delivery, Wood could not sort it by sizes, 

| but hé spread it out on the counter in the manager's office near the hotel lobby. 
3 It was Wood's delaying tactic so he could long-ring Mr. Moore. Mr. Moore could 

. then call the local police station where the officers and FBI agent were to 


, eat a snack. 

Within minutes, the officers transferred to Rose Inn, presented their 
' warrants, arrested, and transferred the three thugs to the jail at Crossett 

| City Hall. 

: Nervous as all get out and "shaking in their boots" the Rose Inn 

! manager, night clerk, and porter, Lavert Briggs, tried to calm themselves when 
! they talked until midnight and marked their calendars "no sleep tonight". 

7 The FBI agent later called and thanked the Rose Inn forces for a perfect 


; apprehension. 
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Ben Posey : 
I have several good memories of the Rose Inn. 


One of them concerns Dr. Walter Meyer, Forest Management Professor from 
Yale Forestry School. Every spring from 1946 to the late 1950s, Dr. Meyer 
brought a group of Yale Forestry graduate students to Crossett for 6 weeks of 
forest management training. They stayed at the Yale Camp on Unity Road. 
However, Dr. Meyer was also a consultant for The Crossett Company. In | 
that capacity, he came to Crossett every so often, and always stayed at the 
Rose Inn the few days he was here. Often, either Gordon Condit, the 
Company’s chief forester or I, Gordon’s assistant, would pick Dr. Meyer up 
at the train station in Montrose to bring him to Crossett. I always enjoyed 
getting him checked into the Rose Inn and spending time visiting or having 
supper with him in the dining room. He was always delighted to be here, and 
really enjoyed the Rose Inn hospitality. 


Another memory was attending The Crossett Company annual stockholders’ 
meeting held at the Rose Inn. As a young forester back in the fifties, I had 
bought a small amount of Crossett Company stock. The stockholder 
meetings were held in the Rose Inn dining room following a noon luncheon. 
As a forester, I knew the Board of Directors quite well from association with 
them on forest field trips. They were all highly interested in the development 
of the forest. 


The only time I ever stayed at the Rose Inn was in August, 1950, when Alice 
and I were married. At that time, I was working at Lockhart, Alabama for 
Jackson Lumber Company (Mr. Ed Gates’ company). I stayed at the Inn for 
a couple of days before we were married in the new Methodist Church. 
Following the wedding, we went back to Alabama where we stayed for a 
year returning to Crossett when Jackson Lumber Company sold out to 
Hollingsworths & Whitney and I. P.. 


Dick Williams 


——— IS 


BEEF BROTH MAKES A HIT 
By Rex Dodson 


In 1957 I accepted the position of Resident — of Rose Inn in 
Crossett, knowing that the hotel was "the pride and joy" of Crossett-Watzek- 
Gates Industries. I also knew that everything had to be perfect and exacting for 
the company directors and their periodic stay at Rose Inn dures the duration of 


their Annual Director's Meetings in the forest products City of Crossett. 


Upon accepting the manager's job, my boss, Peter Watzek, President 
of The Crossett Company, told me that his company directors would be arriving 
the next week. He wanted me to come to his office and meet the directors who 


were representing the three major families. 


Everything worked the way it was planned, but after my first intro- 
duction at the Company Board — I was called aside by Mr. John Watzek 
and talked to in "a hush, hush manner”. Mr. Watzek asked me if I wanted to make 
a hit with the directors. Of course I responded in the affirmative,.as I was 


anxious to please. 


Mr. Watzek said, "Mr. Dodson, if you will serve hot beef broth at each 
lunch and dinner, I think that will get the attention of your director guests, 
and it will bring about much favorable conversation.” I was somewhat stunned by 
the suggestion, but I was willing to try it, even at the risk that the frequency 
of the same appetizers might tire the directors or make their conversation 
border on — unfavorable. Again, Mc. Watzek assured me that he and his 
brother, Aubrey Watzek, would support the beef broth idea. I thought to myself 
that these Watzeks were probably right, and I knew they would back me up. 


My early chore was to take that week's menus to Mr. Peter Watzek, 
nephew of the Watzeks who had suggested the beef broth each meal. To make a 


long story shorg the watzele mers weve g--success. 
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One after-thought about Director John Watzek and the hotel I managed 


until 1960 when I started business for myself with the chain of Minit Shops. 


I located my shops in both Oakhurst and in downtown Crossett. 


Mr. Watzek, during Crossett Board of Directors meetings, followed the 


practice of "early to bed and early to rise’. Before breakfast, he would take _ 
a good walking stroll around parts of the city. Ome early morning, while staying 
at Rose Inn, Mr. John Watzek arose to find a pile of crumpled paper near the 
— doorway of the guest room next to his. As Mr. Watzek went through the 


downstairs lobby, he reported to the night clerk and a porter on duty at the 


desk about the pile of paper in the hall near his room. Of course the Rose Inn 


employees promptly cleaned up the messy hall. 


It seems that a regular hotel guest had eliminated from his sales 


catalog all the outdated material. The same guest took offense to the porter 


investigating his room and cleaning up the refuse. The salesman discovered the 


clean-up and decided that Mr. Watzek had overstepped his authority to order a hall 


cleaning. Mr. Watzek was subjected to that bellicerant salesman. 
, 7 A 


But the world continued to tur each hour of every day. That's all 


i remember. 


12-13-00 
Regarding your Rose Inn project, my first visit to Crossett was in October of 1945. 
I was met at the train in El Dorado by J. B. Posey. I checked into the Rose Inn, 
but as it turned out, I did not spend the night. I completed my interview at 
the Paper Mill (Roland Wilber), and J. B. Posey got me back to El Dorado for 


the 6:30 p.m. train. 


Much later, I became somewhat infamous for ordering the shutdown and removal 
of Rose Inn after the Georgia-Pacific acquisition. I did commission the oil 
painting from which thousands of pictures were reproduced. I believe the 


painting is in the library. 
| 


| 7 Jack E. Meadows 
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L | A SAFE HAVEN FOR TEENS 
| 
By Margaret Ann McGoogan Holder 
| 
| "Wait on the porch at Rose Inn until we can come get you. " Those 
were my instructions from my mother as she dropped my girl friends and mezat . 
ae Wren Movie Theater across the street from Rose Inn. ‘Rose Inn was the 
safe haven for teenagers in Crossett. 


ith blessings from Crossett High. School, a ain a function at Rose Im 
called "The Sock Hop" . It was not only a fun thing, but it was a good place 


It must have been in the late 1950's that a few Crossett parents, 


for teenagers to dance and listen to dance records. 


: Rose Inn porters pushed dining tables to one side, and the polished 
I 


wooden floors in the Pines Room were deme” ‘we could let loose’. We took off : 
YY our shoes at the front door and lined them up against the wall. Each shoe had ~ 
ito contain a name tag. Our sock feet were easy on the polish and wax, and there 


wwe could listen to the 45 RPM records until time to go home. 


| Another memory I have of Rose Inn is the following: 

on a Sunday afternoon, the day after Halloween on a Saturday, we girls encountered 
a big pile of automobile tires near the front porch at "The Inn”. It seems that 
‘there was a Firestone Tire Store near the theater and across the street from 
‘Rose Inn. We were waiting there until my parents could pick us up and take 
es home. Seens that our boy friends had played Halloween tricks and removed 
all loose ‘tires from the store and with a rope had elevated the rubber rings 
‘to the Rose Inn balcony above the big front porch. We got the giggles but 


didn't tell our parents shout the Inn being a "wild part of Crossett". 


| 

| 

| . And again, we three ‘girls giggled on the way to Rose Inn. At high 

t 

| school on South Main Street, our teacher, Mrs. Bonita Nutt Howard (now retired 
| 


at South 133), had chosen three of us to retrieve her graded test papers from 








age 


re she and other school teachers lived. Heretofore 


third floor of Rose Inn whe 


we had not been allowed to see second and third floors. On that day, we were 


amazed to find the washed under garments hanging in the hall. I guess we had 


never considered our teachers in underwear. 





"MID-CENTURY GOINGS ON'' IN CROSSETT 
By Ben Posey 


iWite = Jane Williams Holland, one of many attractive blondes in our nied 
retired groups, has fond memories of old Rose Inn. In the fifties and sixties,’ 
land before the hotel was demolished, Jane was a local student in Crossett while 
hex mother, Inez, was a busy-body in the commmity. Her mother operated the . 
Main Street Coffee Shop, then sold it to Guy and Lulabell Morgan who operated 
restaurants in Crossett for many years. Inez then went to Rose Inn as Dining 
Room Hostess. When Rose Inn was demolished in 1973, the Rose Inn Annex guests 


were served at Inez's former Main Street Coffee Shop. 


Jane recalls that there was not much rest for either her mother or 
Henry Williams, her father. Henry came to Crossett to set up an improved 
‘telephone switchboard for the industry and the Public Utilities Company. After 
‘that he became an electrician for Crossett Paper Mills. 

| As an aside note about the Williams family, they hired Horace Johnson 
lin 1934 in utilities and Ouida Bolin Johnson as a waitress in Rose Inn. Later 
‘the Williams family accompanied Horace and Ouida to Hot Springs to be married. 
Jane and her brother, Lowell, made the trip to see the couple's marriage 
ceremony aaloned in the record vault of the Garland County Courthouse. 

| Later —e transferred from Crossett Public Utilities to Ashley, 


Drew and Northern Railway under Georgia-Pacific ownership. 


Jane recalls that the Johnson and Williams families were boosters for 


i 
i 


Rose Inn. It was the hey day era for that hotel in South Arkansas. They all 


‘vemember the good food service, how clean it was kept, and how travelers from 


‘both the U. S. and abroad wanted to experience the company hotel called ROSE INN. 


Even today, Jane and Ouida, both surviving widows of two good Crossett 
families remain here to enjoy their surroundings. 


i 
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MEMORIES OF THE ROSE INN 
By Ralph A. Arnold 


My first acquaintance with the Rose Inn was as a Yale University 


‘ fovesteey student when we arrived for our spring field work in 1941. About 

| £ifteen or twenty of us stayed at the Inn for our study of the Crossett Lumber 
Company operations before’ going on to Urania Lumber Company in Louisiana. We. 
had bunk beds and ate either at Rose Inn dining room or Morgan's Cafe. 


Upon completing our work at Urania, we got our degree in: forestry. 


Another graduate and I were fortunate in getting a job with the Crossett 
Lumber Company. When we arrived back to Crossett, where were we going to stay, 


‘both of us being single? Why, no place but the ee floor of the Rose Inn. 


It was about the last part of May or first of June and the beginning 
of a hot summer. Our room did not have a bath or shower:. in it, so when returning ~ 


' From the woods, hot and sweaty, we had to go down the hall to a shower roon. 


‘Quite often we were sweaty again by the time we got back to the room. The 


‘room rent was $12.50 per month. However, when fall arrived and school was 


(starting, we were told that we would have to vacate our room on the third floor 


as the school teachers would need the whole floor. We could move to the second 
Eloor, but our rent would be $25.00 per month each. I found that I could move to 
I the Cremer Hotel and. get board and room for $7.00 per week, which I did, and 

| stayed there until going to the Navy in 1942. 


| During my tour with the Navy, I married, and when we retumed to Crossett 
lin January 1946, we rented a room fron Mrs. Hazel Arnold for a few months and 
ate at the Rose Inn. Lois was a Bridge player, and Mrs. Amold introduced, her 
ito the Rose Inn Bridge Club, which the ladies had organized, and they met at the 


Inn periodically (once a week, I think). 


~~ 


This photograph was taken in front yard of Rose Inn in 1941. All of 


these men were foresters for Tne Crossett Company. 


Left to right - front row: Melvin Chatham, John Gray. Back row: 


Ralph Arnold, Lester Nickles, Sulo V. Sihvonen, Bob McDermid, and Norm Worthington. 


Foresters of Crossett held 


room of this famous hotel. 


their weekly meetings in the 





private dining 
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NOTES FROM CROSSETT LIBRARY ABOUT ROSE INN 
By Ben Posey - made 12/26/00 


Picture in file of Katy Toney, Food Supervisor, and Louise Johnston, 
working in Rose Inn kitchen which served the sixty-five guest room hotel in 
Crossett, Arkansas. Also shown at Rose Inn is a picture of Artie Maxwell, a 


maid at the Rose Inn for more than 20 years. 


hee 
RANK RARAAR 


Rose Gates, wife of E. W. "Cap'' Gates, died in 1923. Rose Inn was 
her name sake. She enjoyed the hotel for about ten years of her life with 
"Cap", the first manager of Crossett Lumber Company. "Cap" said, "We want 
Rose Inn to be a good home away from home." 

kkk 

Rose Inn was a wooden imposing structure, painted forest green. 

Its wide green exterior panel siding was trimmed with a pristine white paint 
to give it variety and grandeur. Its exterior clapboards were from the finest 
short-leaf pine lumber made by Crossett Lumber Company. 

Crossett passed its stock law in 1942--almost 30 years after Rose 


Inn was built and surrounded with adequate fencing and cattle gaps. 


Chuck L. Coulson was the manager of Rose Inn, directly before Roger 
Heiss and after Leslie Moore. Paul Kays, Town Division Manager, hired Céuison, 


a hotel management graduate from Cornell University. 


kotha: 
WRIT R IIIA 


Rose Inn dining — among the finest as attested by DUNCAN HINES 
SEAL OF APPROVAL. This designation appeared in the national magazine FORD TIMES. 
It was called the three-story frame lodge serving the South in unusual elegance. 
Three dog houses adormed its shingle roof, looking over its rose-covered balcony 


over a long veranda front porch with many tall rocking chairs for guests. 
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Rose Inn was a duplicate of the original hotel. It was built in 1912, 
then destroyed by fire in 1913, and rebuilt in 1914. It’ stood until 1973 when 
it was dismantled. 


selon aaa 
KRAABAKRKRRARREN 


Dances with live bands were held at the Rose Inn in Crossett during 
the early thirties. They gave way to the juke box, record players, and to more 
polish on those beautiful hardwood floors. That wood flooring had been selected 
by the lumbermen who made it at the Crossett mill. 

dockins * 

Through the twenties, thirties, and forties, Rose Inn had a full 
compliment of personnel. There was not only the manager couple (who lived in ~ 
Manager Quarters behind the registration desk) but a secretary, five housekeepers, 
four maids, a night porter, three relief clerks, three daytime bell hops, and a 
full-time gardener for the roses and lawn. Skilled cooks and waiters prepared 
and served 2500 pounds of beef and more than 15,000 shrimp and fixings. (From 
the record, it can not be determined whether these figures were per month or year.) 
It can be noted that there were 130 beds to be made on busy days. 

toikikkiick 

Civic and social clubs meeting at the Rose Inn were the rage of South- 
east Arkansas. Among — were Junior Chamber of Commerce, Jaycettes, Business 
and Professional Women, Lions Club, numerous Contract Bridge Groups, Crossett 
Rotary, Kiwanis, Crossett Chamber of Commerce and Industrial Foundation. 

— 

Chester Martin, a renowned artist from Chattanooga, Tennessee, was 
commissioned by Jack Meadows, local Manager of Georgie-Pacific Corporation, 
to paint a rendering of Rose Inn, prior to its destruction in 1973. Hundreds 
of reproductions of Martin's painting have been produced and sold by the Crossett 


Area Chamber of Commerce. Teresa Walsh, former Executive Director, says that 





ola 


the sale of "Rose Inn" has sustained the operation of the Chamber of Commerce. 
Today, the reprints are yet available in the beautiful office of the Chamber at 


the north end of Main Street, Crossett. 


eee 
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Madge west, former Chief Clerk, says that repeat traveling customers 
were the usual. ‘There was a steady stream of repeat Rose Inn customers. Some 
even booked months and years ahead,'"' she said. "I can still hear the fine 


black porter- announce at six o'clock each evening, "DINNER IS SERVED'." 
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STYLE SHOWS BENEFITED OTHERS 
By Marolyn Emory Lloyd 


Crossett's Rose Inn held some of my fondest memories, starting at 


age nine when my family moved into town from six miles east. 


As pre-teens, the Saturday matinee at the old walk-in theatre was 
a weekly outing for my sisters and me. We'd walk up town and often, if we 
were early or had friends to connect with, we'd sit on that wonderful front 


porch of the Rose Inn across the street and watch for them to arrive. 
During high school years, I attended many banquets there. 


In 1968 I went in business at The Casual Shop. Two weeks into my 
retailing career, the Business and Professional Women's Club (B&PW) had a 
style show as their yearly fund-raiser, and I participated...along with other 


local stores. 


That was the first of many style shows at the Rose Inn with just 
my own store involved. Benefits went to different organizations such as 
American Heart Association, Cancer Society, and Crossett High School Business 
Key Club. 

Just one week before the Rose Inn left us, I did the last style 
show held in that classy historic place. 

Many times I have wished I had made an effort to organize a support 
group to SAVE THE ROSE INN. Of course, I am not alone in this hindsight. 


Most of Crossett's longtime citizens have expressed the same sense of 


sadness at the loss of this historic landmark. 


a 


Eleanor McGinty 
517 Long Reach Drive 
Salem, SC 249014 


Ja WuArY 6, 2OOL 
Dear Olivia and Ben, 


| apologize for taking so Long to respond to your Letter about Your Rose 
Iw book. However, | probably don’t have anything to add. | will relate 
this one story which relates more to small town living, | guess, than to the 
Rose (nn tn particular, but it is trvolved. Use your own judgment. 


Back tn the late sixties when | Lived tn Crossett as a young widow with 
two small children, | met the man | eventually married. He was a 
salesman to the paper industry and, therefore, came to Crossett pretty 
often. He didw't usually spend the night tn Crossett (not exactly a fun 
place for a single man to stay overnight). However, Luckily we started 
dating and when he came to Crossett to work, he sta yed at Rose Inn. 


itis very hard, of course, living in such a small town to have much 
privacy. Itts like living tn a glass house. Everyone tn town new that 
Eleanor had a new friend. One night , john came to my home for dinner 
— after he had checked into the hotel. The phone rang during dinner and 
it was for john. Ed Croswell was calling to tell him that he had found his 
wallet on the sidewalk outside the Rose Inn. john was most appreciative 
but very puzzled about how he knew where to find him. Ed told him that 
he took the wallet inside and Madge West (then the front desk person at 
the Rose Inn) satd “oh | Rnow him, that’s Eleanor’s boyfriend!” 


Oddly enough, Ea was the father of Pat, whom | graduated from high 
school with and at that time she was a secretary at the paper mill and for 
that reason, john knew her! After we married, we had occaston to be with 
Pat and her husband, joe Harper. We related the story and shared some 
Laughs! 


senate peng cements 
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THEY RENTED ME A COUCH 
By Everitt Bingham 
Either in the late 40's or early 50's my employer sent me to Crossett 
for a special duty. As a young country boy I was employed by the. Arkansas 
Highway Department. I had experienced very few nights in modern hotels. I was 


told to register at the Rose Inn while on duty in extreme South Arkansas. 


Prior to this assignment to Crossett, I had been familiar with amny : 
cots while in the Amy during WII. After high school graduation in rural 
parts of Lee County, Arkansas, I had been recruited and drafted into service 
of my country. I served in the European theater and was there for D-Day 1944. 
As I say, the amy cot and barracks beds were very familiar to my big bones. 
Prior to the Armed Forces, my bed back on our farm was a double arrangement, 
crowded with me and my brother. All my beds, prior to Rose Inn, had covers 


tucked in at the foot. 


In other words, until I checked in at Crossett, my cots and beds 


had the pillow at the top with my foot covers tucked in at the bottom. 


There I was, checked in and assigned to a new Annex Building adjacent 
to Rose Inn, but I could not find a bed in the nice new accommodation. There 
was only what appeared to be an armless studio couch with decorative pillows 
at the back of the seat against the wall. I thought I would open the couch, 
but when I pulled it from the wall, those pretty pillows fell behind and under 
the seat. The width of the seat couldn't take care of my length. I had never 
seen such an arrangement, AND I was too shy to ask the desk clerk where and 


how I was to get a night's sleep. 


Fortunately, my sister was working at the hospital in Crossett, so 
I telephoned her from the Rose Inn Annex. I needed for her to tell me how to 
go to bed. I told her my predicament. She said what appeared to be a pretty 
expandable studio couch was the latest type single bed i. without head or foot 


boards. The covers were fitted and had to be removed so that I could get 


into the bed. It looked neat and saved space in the room, but all I wanted 

was a good night's sleep. She laughed and said I would be able to "turn in and 
Y! * om) io st ‘ +s 

sleep soundly even in that Rose Inn contraption. 

It took Olivia only five minutes to convince me how to sit on the 


bed (couch) by day and sleep without footboards or headboards throughout the 


might. I laughed at my ignorance and enjoyed by first visit to Rose Im. 
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MEMORIES OF THE ROSE INN 





By 
Betty Wayne (Culbreath) Briggs 


I have so many memories of the Rose Inn but in today’s crowded and mixed up world,, a 
time that was gets little attention, its good to reflect a little on the days of not so long ago 
when life was certainly simpler and the Rose Inn can possibly be a symbol of youthful, 
carefree and happy days. Memories as well as children and grandchildren all will learn 
some day are the most precious possessions one could own. At least that’s the way it 
seems to me. 


Almost all of my memories of the Rose Inn are happy ones. I was a child and a teen - 
ager in the heyday of the Rose Inn and it was a sad day for me when this building, 
almost a monument, was torn down. I was present at the auction when the furniture and 
fixtures in this building were sold. I bought a sugar bowl decorated with the Rose Inn 
rose which I still own as well as about fifty or more of the place mats used at mealtimes. 
A reduced picture of one of these mats follows this article but the original is in vivid 
color. 


There were fashion shows held in the big downstairs room to the right of the central 
stairway. I modeled dresses for the Boyd and Triggs store in one of these. This store was 
the fashion center of Crossett, Showers and teas for brides-to-be and for other special 
occasions were held in this great downstairs room at the Rose Inn 


Bridge parties were held in the Rose Inn. A hotel or Inn is usually built to accommodate 
and host overnight guests, but this Inn was far more than that. It was the social hub of 
the city. One might say it belonged to the town. On Saturday nights we young people 
used to line up in the rocking chairs, painted white, on the front porch and wait for the 
midnight movie across the street to open. Families would eat Sunday lunch there, really 
it was about the only place in Crossett to eat out. 


My present husband, Norm, who moved here in 1968 remembers this Inn. He recalls 
meeting salesmen in far away places who had stayed at the Rose Inn, they spoke of 
sitting in the evenings on those same white chairs on the porch and watching the action, 
the insects zissling when they hit the bug lamp on the porch. He spoke of a reception 
given in his honor when he moved here , a reception with over ninety people present. 
Professional photographers used to come to the Rose Inn to take pictures. They were 
always stationed at the head of the very wide central staircase, stationed on the second 
floor. I do not remember there ever being an elevator in this building. 


School teachers lived on the third floor of this building, this floor was reserved more or 
less for school teachers. The telegraph office was on the first floor. Western Union was 
big time then when long distance telephone calls were expensive and almost never made. 
I delivered Western Union messages one summer when I was about fifteen years old. I 


would get on my bicycle and take them to where ever they were supposed to go All 
telegrams in those days had four stars in plain view on the outside, notice that this 
message concerned death or a funeral. I remember delivering a message to the parents of 
the first young man from Crossett who was killed in World War II. 


Our school’s dances and proms were held at this building. Junior and senior girls would 
dress up in their long formal gowns, the boys wore their Sunday suits and we danced to 
the music of a juke box. Teachers were the chaperons. We danced until midnight, 
mostly to jitter-bug music. Billy J ack Ragland and I loved to jitter-bug. Lorraine 
(Rongey) Walsh was always the life of every party. 


Crossett has not changed so much and this is good. There was a kinder, gentler world 
about us then and I wish some of it could return. There is an empty spot in the landscape 
where the Rose Inn once stood. There might be an empty spot in my heart also. 


Betty Briggs 
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A PLEASANT iINTERLUI 
Find it here whenever you 
Between the hustle of your 
hours, the quiet and agn 
setting of Rose Inn makes 
meal a pleasant interlude i 
busy day, 
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TISSUE IDFA EXPANDED 
By Ben Posey 


In a The Crossett Company staff meeting held weekly in the smailest 
dining area of Rose Im, I was fortunate enough to witness the research start 
of an idea to develop and enter another phase of the paper production era. 


I watched with a lot of interest the following men act and react. 


After luncheon dishes had been cleared, the weekly letter was 
summarized to the staff. During the reading of the results of the previous 
week for the Wood Complex, attention was diverted one Monday noon to the 
actions of the president of The Crossett Company, Peter Watzek. Mr. Watzek 
borrowed a pocket knife from his Research Director, Kenneth Chesley, who sat 
next to him at staff luncheons. Watzek removed a cigarette from his pocket 
and began to slice lengthwise the tissue surrounding the cigarette tobacco. 
With the edge of the pocket knife, he then pricked the tissue's edge and 
indicated that maybe the papermill could make and supply tissue to the 
cigarette and tobacco industries. The Research Director smiled and in- 


dicated interest in the subject. 


Incidentally, according to a recent news release The Crossett 
Company successor corporation (Georgia-Pacific Corporation) now boasts of 
being one of the largest manufacturers of tissue supplies in the world. 
As you read, old Rose Inn was sometimes "'the idea place for 
big plans”. 
-30- 


